[453]
to give me the benefit of her services on Wednesday evenings. These receptions of mine don't shine from the point of view of domestic staff. . , . Hallo, here's Laulerque. We must get him to give us his opinion without letting him have time to catch his breath."
Laulerque came in and shook hands, " What about ? "
" A statement appeared this morning which seems to be, as they say, c inspired/ It boils down to this : * There is little hope left of preventing Bulgaria and Turkey from fighting. But in any case the war will remain localised/ I remember the words : localised * to certain parts of the Balkans/ No international complications to be feared/*
" It would still be war," said Louise Argellati, old but still beautiful, with her thick, curly white hair, her black eyes, her full, melodious voice.
" Yes, but we are entitled to be a bit selfish, Even apart from selfishness, a Balkan war, from the point of view of humanity, doesn't possess the significance of a general European war. But I want to hear Laulerques's opinion about the statement/*
Laulerque's thin face creased into a smile. Lauletque held himself in. He felt that he had talked too much the last Wednesday evening and with too much vehemence. He had promised himself that he would keep calm this evening. He would listen to the others.
" Why, if that's so," he murmured, " it's very good news. Very good indeed. Everything is coming out all right."
" Here's Laulerque playing the optimist/' said Mathilde Cazalis, with a laugh.
Laulerque shot a quick glance at her. " This evening," he said to himself* ** she looks so pretty that it goes to your heart. I forbid myself to think about her. I swear that I won't start spouting and trying to make her think me brilliant. Such showing off is unworthy of me* It's intolerable, it's hateful, that an idea should be inflated and exaggerated and twisted out of shape just because you've